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family album on a wet Sunday afternoon.
My term of office at the Union moved fast. I had
aroused a little curiosity and various members who
had never before taken the trouble to attend the
debates, looked in now and again. 1 felt a little self-
conscious as 1 walked in every Thursday at eight
o'clock in my white tie and tails, leading in the
officers and the speakers of the day. Fortunately for
me they got used to me sooner than I had expected,
or perhaps my self-consciousness died down. They
treated me with respect so I never had the chance of
playing the martyr. Somehow I had a feeling that
they did not regard me as an Indian, as I had
wanted them to. To them I was a cosmopolitan,
looking a cross between an Egyptian and a South
American, something foreign, with the physiognomy
of a mulatto, who spoke English reasonably well and
with an Oxford drawl when necessary, who went to
Paris for the vacations, did the rumba and drove
round town in a white M.G. The combination of all
these details had'made me something different from
what they were accustomed to look upon as orthodox
Indian. So that I never could judge whether their
attitude towards me was the same as their attitude
to other Indians. One fact at least I shared in
common with my compatriots. I was in spite of
everything still regarded as a coloured man, which
always fascinated me. I took all that came to me
and hit back hard when I could and liked it. When-